
^■7‘he Tragedy 

Good Angels guard d'.ee from the Boares- annov, 

True and beget a happy race of Kings: ' . 

Edwjtrdsy, nhappy fonnes do bid thee fiouriih. 

Enter the Ghett of gueene Anne, his wife 
Richard,Thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife. 
That neuer flept aquiethoure with epee. 

Now fils thy fleepc : wjjh perturbations. 

To morrow in the batccll thinke on me, ' 

And fall thy edgelefle fword,difpaire and die.' 

To R/V^.Thou quiet fouIc,fleepe thou a quiet fleetse 
Drcame of lucceflc.and happy vidory, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

' Enter the ghqfi of Buckingham. 

The firft was I that helpt thee to theCrowne* 

1 he laft was i 'that felt thy tyranny, 

Q in the battell thinke on Buckingham , 

And die in terror of thy guiltineffe: 

Dreame onydreame on, of bloody deeds and death,’ 
Fainting diipaire, diipairingyeild thy breath* 

To Kick. 1 dyed for hope ere I could.lend thee aid. 
But chearethy heart, and be not thou difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard ft ism height, ofall his pride* 

K»R ichard fiarted out of his. dreamt. 
K.R/<A.Giueme another horfe,bind vp my wounds: 
Haue mercy Iefu : loft I did but dreame. 

. O coward confcicnce, hovv doft thou afflict me ? 

The lights burneblcw,itisnotdead midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling fielh. 
What do I feare my felfe? tberes none die by, ’ 
Richard l&ucs Richard, that is Jam I, 

Is therea murtherer here, No. yes, I am, 
i hen f!ie, what from my felfe? great realbn why, 

Leaft T reuenge, What ? my lelfe vpon my felfe: 

Alacke Iloue my felfe, wherefore? for any good 
That my felfe hath done vnto my felfe ; 
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Kichard the 7 bird, 

~ ••• . stas 1 rather hate my felfe, 

? 11 h atefnll deeds committed by my felfe = 
per hat , j lye j amno t, 

l * rVvf thv felfe ipeake weli fode doe not flatter, 

fr e nnfcicnce hath a thoufand fetierall tongues,’. 

4 f»?mv tongiie brings in a feuerall tale* 

And euery tale condemnes me fora villaine: J 

Pcriury, indie highelt degree, ■ „ 

llnrdeV flerne murder , in the dyreft degree, 

M feuerall finnes , all vfdem each degree, , t 
Thron- all to the Board, crying ail,gmlty, guilty, 

I fhalUiifpaire there is no creature loue> me, 

And if 1 die , no foule flail rittie me * - 

A^wbcteforemoilllthey f unci that I my felfe, 

£• j in mv felfe, nopitty to my felfe* 

Sought the loulcs chip tint 1 haue murdred" 

mmv Tent, arid euery one did threat 

To morrowesvengeance on the head of Rich a rdf. , ^ 

Enter Ratcliff <?> '. . . 7 : 

Rat. My Lord* 

Abounds , who is there ? . .. 

Rat. My Lord tis I : the early village Cocks, 

Haue thrice done falutadort to the morne. 

Ynnr friends are vn , and buckle on their armour, ^ 
Kintr. .0 R atbhfe , .1 haue dream’ d a fe arcfull dreame. 
What think’!* thou, will our friend sproue all true i 

Rut. No doubt my Lord* v .... 

King. O R affltf* I feared TTeaFd - • f 

r at. Nav good my Lord be not aftraid ot fRadoWes, 
King. By the ApoftieTW, fliadowes tamght 
Haue ftreoke more terrour to the ioule of Rxo-W, 

Then can the fubftance often thoufand Soulaiers , 

Armed in proof*, and led by fnallow Riciomond^ 

Tis not yet neere day come goe with me, 

VnderonrTems , He play the ewe'e-dropper. 

To hcare if any me&ne to {hrinke from me, A ^ '* 
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Enter the Lords toRichmovd* 

Lords* Good xaoirow- Jtijhntvnd*^ 


Rick* 



